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evening he looked straight into Fomin's face, and said,
^-twisting his lips into a smile :
*     " I've got as much choice as the hero has in the fairy-
story : ride to the left and you'll lose your horse, ride to
the right and you'll be killed. I've got three roads, and not
~;one of them goes my way____"
" You make your choice without any telling of fairy-
stories. We'll tell the fairy-stories after."
" I've got nowhere to go to, so I've chosen already."
"Well?"
" I'll join your band."
Fomin knitted his brow discontentedly, and bit his
moustache.
"You drop that word! Why call it * band? That's
what the communists call us, but it's not for you to use
the word. We're simply men who have revolted against
there'gime. Short and clear!"
v' His dissatisfaction was only momentary. He was
obviously delighted with Gregor's decision, and could not
conceal the fact. Animatedly rubbing his hands, he said:
" That's one more for our regiment! D'you hear, staff
captain ? We'll give you a troop, Melekhov, or if you don't
want to command a troop you can be in the staff with
Kaparin. I'll let you have my own horse. I've got a spare
mount."